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Victurosque Dei celant, ut vivere durent,
fellx esse mori.

We're all deluded, vainly searching ways
To make us happy by the length of days;
For cunningly to make's protract this breath,
The Gods conceal the happiness of Death.

There be many excellent strains in that Poet,
wherewith his Stocial Genius hath liberally sup-
plied him; and truely there are singular pieces
in the Philosophy of Zeno, the doctrine of the
Stoicks, which I perceive, delivered in a Pulpit,
pass for current Divinity: yet herein are they
in extreams, that can allow a man to be his own
Assassine, and so highly extol the end and
suicide of Cato. This is indeed not to fear death,
but yet to be afraid of life. It is a brave act of
valour to contemn death; but where life is more
terrible than death, it is then the truest valour to
dare to live. And herein Religion hath taught us
a noble example; for all the valiant of Curtius,
Scevola, or Codrus, do not parallel or match
that one of Job; and sure there is no torture to
the rack of a disease, nor any Ponyards in death
itself like those in the way or prologue to it.

Emori nolo, sed me esse mortuum nihil euro.

I would not die, but care not to be dead.

Were I of Caesar's Religion, I should be of Ms